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Non qui Sidonio contendere callidus Oftro, 

Neſcit Aquinantem potantia vellera-fucum, 
Certius accipiet, damnum, propriaſque medullis; 
Quam qui non poterit vero diſtinguere falſum, 
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AN EPISTLE, &c. 


As ſprings each bud beneath the foſt'ring ſhower, 
So ſprings each noxious weed with ev'ry flow'r. 
 Thro' all the Whole, the philoſophic Eye, 

Kindreds can fee, and Oppoſites deſcry : 

Seeming Confuſion trace thro' ch degree, 

Yet all, at laſt, ſee bound in Harmony. 


80 in the moral World's ſublimer plan, 
Where all unite in the great centre, Man, 
Vices near Virtues ſeem to take their root ; 
And Virtues too from Vices ſeem to ſhoot. 
Bliſs has its thorns, and Mis'ry its alloy : 
The ſame, ler We ſuffer, or enjoy. 

B No 
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No nectared Cup. of unalloyed Bliſs 

Did ever yet the lip of Mortal kiſs. 

Tho' bright the gen'ral Scene, deep ſhades between, 
Sabling the piece, with ftrongeſt traits, are ſeen. 
But yet, one law, theſe Oppoſites combines, 
Contraſts unites, and thro' each Order ſhines ; 
Pervading all things as one mighty Soul, 

And links in one unbroken Chain the whole. 
On each fair Object, thus divinely bright, 

Hope looks with Cherub-ſmile of fixt delight. 
Faith caſts its anchor, ſure of its decree ; 


And reſts alone, OMNiPoTENT ! in Thee. 


Rais'd by PyiLosoPHY, Whoſe piercing fight, 
Looks thro' this dim Obſcure, by that great light, 


Which true ReL1G10N darts thro' all its ſphere, 


While TxuUTH's eternal beam each doubt ſhall clear: 


Let Us ſublimely view th' extenſive plan; 

Nor think ought little that belongs to Man. 
Hold nothing great but VixTuE—Nothing low, 
Save Vice, to Bliſs the only deſp'rate foe. | 


View 
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View faults with Candor—Error's mazy road, 
Tread undiſmay'd ; and riſe thro' that to Gop. 


The taſk tho' arduous, well deſerves the pain : 
Purſu'd aright, the end, eternal gain ! 
Such the reward for this ſhort life of toil : 
Thus heav'nly harveſts ſpring from earthly foil. 


In the great taſk, to thee My Friend ! aſſfign'd, 
To comfort, aid, reform, and bleſs Mankind ; 
To point where Virtue ſhews the arduous road, 
The high aſcent, that leads Us up to God: 
Eternal truths to urge with ardent zeal ; 
For Man's immortal Int'reſts, warm to feel ; 
Expect to toil, to ſuffer and endure, | 


As RxAsox's ſtrenuous Sons have done before. 


When Turn, immortal Eſſence, left the Throne, 
And facred fide of the ETERNAL ONE; 
And flew, with high beheſts, from Heay'n to Earth, 
Immortals choiring her celeſtial birth: 


B 2 'T was 
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'Twas then, perhaps from HELL, her worſt of Foes, 
Fell PrRSEcUTION from the Deep aroſe. 
From her dark cell black ſuperſtition came : 

This bore the Ax, ind Scourge—The Other's flame 
Gave light to all her deeds of baneful ire: 


The victim—MaRTYRs fell, when roſe her fire. 


What tho' in modern Times, no Martyrs bleed! 
And Virtue, if ſhe toil, ſhall reap her meed! 
Yet TxuTH, in ev'ry Age, hath met her foes : 
Vice, ERROR, BIGOTRVV, will all oppoſe. | 
The World's Great Int'reſts, ſet in firm array, 
A banner'd hoſt of Enemies diſplay. 
The CHAMPION PoweR, ſteps forth with beam and ſhield: 
What Davip, then, alone, will take the field? 
Yet, arm'd like him, in panoply divine, 
Truſting in God alone, that taſk be thine ! 
Firmly go. forth—invoke th' Almighty Name : 
As was his triumph, thine ſhall be the fame. 
The ſacred War with INFIDELs engage; 


The BIGOr's frown—and the EnTHUSIAST's rage. 
Arm'd 
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Arm'd with the ſhield of FaiTH, the SpIRIT's ſword, 


SALVATION's helmet, and that mighty word, 


Which all the Pow'rs of Darkneſs can confound, - 
And guard its Champion ſafe from ev'ry wound: 
Boldly go forth, and urge th' unequal fight; 
Withſtand the Foe, and put the Foe to flight. 
OMN1POTENCE ſhall on the conflict ſhine, 

And, Truth eternal, ſeal the Triumph thine. _ 


Let Envy gnaſh her teeth, and ſpit her gall : 
In vain her Snakes ſhall hiſs, her poiſon fall. 
Pointleſs the dart ſhall light on Virtue's ſhield, 
And all her foes, at length, ſhall fly, or yield. 


Who but muſt mourn, amidſt the various ſtrife, 
That rouſes all our paſſions into life, 
Religion's Sons the worſt of theſe thould feel ; 
And violate God's law through holy Zeal. 
For Faith, and Modes, and doubtful Doctrines fight, 
God's Tables break to prove their Creed is right. 
Are 
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Are theſe the Subjects of the King of Peace, 

Who bade each Vice and jarring paſlion ceaſe? 

Whoſe ſacred word, each riſing ſtorm would till, 
Obedient to the great Commander's will ? 

| Whoſe law breathes love ? — Who makes the ſacred tye, 
By which his Saints are known, fair Charity ? 

That bears, that hopes, enduring to the end; 

And binds Us, Man to Man, as friend to friend? 


What if that Eye, which ſtream'd o'er Zion's fate, 
Were once again on Earth, and faw our Nate ; 

Saw Brother againſt Brother madly ftrive, 

And jarring CREEDs, CONTENTION keep alive; 
His tender wiſh to keen Reproof would turn, 

And, ſtead of Pity's Ggh, his wrath would burn, 


O'er Others while We drop the ſacred tear, 
Let Us learn, both to bear, and to forbear. 
Feeling our own, to pardon Others fault, 
Leaving to all, the ſacred right of THOUGHT. 
| Nor 


* 
Nor boldly arrogate that right divine, 


Which, GREAT INFALLIBLE! alone is thine, 
To judge of Others, by our own decree: 


Prerogative, SUPREAM ! that reſts with TEE. 


Yet mourn We muſt, when Thoſe who boaſt of Grace, 
Who wear abroad a ſanctimonious face, 
Who deem a ſmile a fin, and ſhake the head 
With dull grimace, if witty ought be faid ; 
Who plead for Charity, yet rudely tear 
That ſacred veil, which All have right to ſhare: - 
Which covers Others faults, and ſhades our own, 
The Mark divine, by which God's Saints are known: 
Who but muſt feel when Saints like theſe We ſee ? 
And mourn, O! Philocles ! We muſt, o'er Thee! 


Yet ſtill, for ever true to Virtue's plan, 
Weep o'er the faults, tho We muſt blame the Man. 


To zeal miſguided, place th' ungen'rous fault ; 
Tho' others ſtumble, let not MrRxcx halt. 


Age 
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Age 'M its errors—as the Judgment fails, 
Opinion ſtrengthens—Dotage tells its tales ; 
Recites, with an Anthems; its Creed, 

Tells what muſt be believ d, or diſbeliev'd ; 
Confirms each Doctrine with imperious nod, 


Stamping each Dogma with the ſeal of God. 


Should heav'n-born Candor mark Theſe for her own ; 


Contempt marks Others with her ſov'reign frown. 
There are, who ſtiff in faith, with weaker head, 

Of Doctrines talk, who never thought, or read: 
Take all for granted that their Nurſes teach, 

And, trammel'd up in Doctrines, dare to preach. 
Arm'd at all points in deep polemic lore, 

They preach, perhaps what Thouſands preacht before 


Safe in unletter d Ignorance, defy 


' ReasoN's ſtrong aid, or thine PüILoSO HY! 


Like idle Drones, who quit the ſtudious hive, 
Or thieving Waſps, on Others ſweets who live; 
They pilfer wiſdom, and they ſteal a Name: | 
Mere high-way Robbers in the Road of Fame. 


From 


i 

From ſuch the Muſe faſtidious turns her Eye, 
At ſuch a Quarry She diſdains to fly. 
(The Bird of Jove ne'er ſtoops at patch-work lure) 
Fictions like theſe, She never could endure ; 
In tranſient flight, juſt flirts them with her wing, 
Nor ſtoops on ſuch to prey, of ſuch to ſing. 
Yet ſtill, in pity, if they will preſume, 


She gives them leave to uſe her moulten plume. 


As Centinel on watch, Thy ſtation take, 

| Inliſted once, thy ſtation ne'er forſake. 

Mark how each buſy Mortal plays his part: 

Read Men, and Manners—pry into the Heart, 

With keen, but candid Eye—and ftrive to find, 

The Clue to develope the human Mind. 

Mark well its motions, paſſions, aims, and end; 

Religion's Advices; ond Virtue's friend, 

Their duties urge—their Maxims warm impart, 

Engage, direct, and rule the human heart. 

Important taſk -a taſk fo great, demands, 

As active ſoul, pure breaſt, and ſtrenuous hands. 
C | Nay 
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Nay more—lllumination's ſacred fire; 
And God's own breath alone can this inſpire. 
On hearts, as Altars, pure, this fire deſcends, 
The Incenſe kindles that bs Heav'n aſcends, 
80, when of old, God's Miniſters invok'd, 
Jenovan's New. the ſacred Incenſe ſmoak'd, 
Enkindl'd by the heav'n-deſcending flame, 


And DAO bow'd before Jenovan's Name. 


Purſue, with ſteady zeal, thy active taſk, 


And humbly hope, what thou mayſt humbly aſk. 


Tho' zealous, cool—tho* active, yet ſedate : 
Warm, without heat, and calm amidſt debate. 
Firm, yet f 7 Reſentment free, 
Attemp'ring Wiſdom's frown with lenity. 
Reſerv'd, yet courteous - ardent, and yet mild; 
Humility's proud Preacher, yet her Child: | 
That All may fee thy love, thy Zeal, thy fire: 
Feel all thy worth, and as they feel, admire. 


And, ſpite of BiGoT's Rage, and BicoT's Spite, 


Make All confeſs thy LITE is in the vigöt. 


F riend 
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Friend to the Man, whate'er his Creed, or Name, 


Who ſeeks, by honeſt means, an honeſt fame ; 

My Muſe ſhall ever ſet his merit forth, 

Eſpouſe -his cauſe, and note his name, and worth. 
And ſhould the envious whiſper diſreſpect, 

Or tarniſh Merit which I will protect; 

Or Bigotry, with her malignant breath, 

Attempt to wound, with more than aſpic death : 
With looſen'd reins the Muſe ſhall urge her Courſe, 
And, unreſtrain'd, drive on with all her force ; 

In bold Career, her even track purſue, 

And ſweep the Field, her ſplendid Goal in view, 
Where Virtue's amaranthine wreathe is hung, 

To bind their brows, whoſe triumphs ſhall be ſung 
Louder than ever ſhook th' Elean plain, 


Where Heroes ſtrove th' Olympic prize to gain. 


Mean while, content, with humbler wing She flies, 

Reſtrains her pinions, nor affects the Skies. 
A branch She plucks, alone to ſhade, her fame, 
And holds the Wreathe to deck another's Name. 
C 2 
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ON THE SEA COAST 


Celfior exurgit pluviis, auditque ruentes 
Sub pedibus Nunbos, et cæca Tonitrua calcat. 
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O N yonder Cliff's atrial height, 
Around whoſe brow rude Tempeſts play, 
From whence the Eagle takes his flight, 


Nurſe of the Mind, that rears the thought, 
I ſtood a while, with pleaſure muſing, 
Great Nature's open page peruſing, 
Of azure Heav'n, the vaulted cope, 
The boundleſs Sea's extended ſcope, 
Of ſmiling Earth the ample ſtores, | 
Which, from her lap, profuſe ſhe + pours. 

| When 
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When lo! adown the gale, in louder roar, 
Along the ſea-indented ſhore, ; 
On ſable Clouds, his Chariot, borne, 
Iflu'd the giant-Genius of the Storm. 
Wave ſhoul'dring Wave, in dreadful conflict riſe ; 


And Ocean mingles with the angry ſkies. 
Yon Admiral, whoſe tow'ring Maſt, 
Upon the ſmooth Sea, pierc'd the ſky, 
On the proud billow now is lightly caſt, 
Or bury'd in the trenching wave doth lie. 
Of what avail, 
The expanded Sail! 
Or Pine Norweigian planted in her breaſt | 
Or the criſp cordage ſtay ! 
All, All is torn away ; 
On helm,-or Anchor ſtrong,” nor hope, or Safety reſt. 
Shakes this centre-rooted Rock; 
Solid Earth too feels the ſhock : 
And {necttruch Fancy, all awake, 
Thinks th' . Mountains quake, 
That all around er trembling, ſtricken, reels : 
Looſen'd is Nature's frame, and adamantine wheels. 
5 STROPHE 
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STROPHE 
| Amidſt the ſtorm that rives the knarled Oak, 

The Lightning's glare, and Thunder's awful found, 
Say, what can break, or bar th' etherial ſtroke ? 


'Gainſt Heaven's own dart, what Armour proof is found? 


Looſen'd from Hell, at large when Havock walks; 
Sightleſs Contagion breathes her deadly Air ; 

When o'er the peaceful Vale gaunt Famine ſtalks, 
Blaſting full Autumn's pride, and Shepherd's care: 


When curſt Ambition wakes with frantic rage, 
And Mercy's mildeſt plea is heard no more: 
O'er Law, and Right, when war mad Deſpots wage, 
Drenching the fertile Plains with human gore: 


Or when the World, in banded pow'rs, unite, | 
And point at Virtue's breaſt the hoſtile Spear; 
| What god-like Power ſhall lend his ſov'reign might, 
To baniſh from the Soul, the Fiend Deſpair ? 
| 1 ANTIS- 


ANTISTROPHE 


Thou Fox T1PUuDE !—Imperial Dame 

I now invoke thy ſacred Name, 

With zeal like that in Days of yore, 
When early Greece firſt learnt thy lore. 
Her choſen Sons by thee admir'd, 

By virtue rous'd,” by Fame inſpir d. 

In Council, and the tented Field, 

Where Patriots bled, but ne'er would yield, 
Achiev'd ſuch deeds, that after Age, 
Scarce credits Truth's recording page. 


Here Wiſdom in her Porch decreed, 
Thy ſov'reign honors—and the meed, 
Immortal Heroes long had ſought, 


For which they plan'd, for which they fought, 


Around thy ſacred Altars hung : 
Here Demi-gods the Muſes ſung. 
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Such Youths “ as erſt Alcæus blett ; 


Whoſe patriot Swords in Myrtles dreſt, 
With pious fraud, the Deed conceal'd, 
Till well-aim'd points the deed reveal'd. 
And ſome who ſwept the ſpeaking Lyre, 
Untam'd by Science, felt thy fire: 
In Marathon, the patriot Bard + 
Caught Virtue's flame, and reacht her high reward. 
Scarce Jeſs ſucceeds IMPERIAL RoME. 
Tranſplanted, ſee her Laurels bloom: 
And ev'ry Muſe, and ev'ry Art, 
That rais'd the Soul, and toucht the Heart, 
On Tyber's banks well-pleas'd did range; 
Nor loſt their vigor by the change. 
The virtues which theſe god-like Heroes raiſe, 
Qwe, firm-cy'd Queen! to thee, their endleſs praiſe. 
D 2 Fair 


_ * Harmodius, and Ariſtogiton, who flew the Tyrant Hipparchns ; and reſtored Liberty 
to their Country. The noble deed was done at a feaſt—they concealed their ſwords 


in wreathes of Myrtles. The ſtory is found in a fragment of Alcæus. 


+ The Poet Eſchylus. He was ſlain in the memorable Battle of Marathon. 
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Fair Chaſtity, in ſnow-white veſt, 

Of angel-form, with icy-breaſt, 
LucrtT1A's image holds in view 
And gives her deathleſs fame to You. 
When anxious Rome her Hero“ ſaw, 
Forgeting Nature's ſacred low, 

From ruffian Luſt the Victim ſteal ; 
Or BrxvuTvus, burning for her Weal, 
Refulgent riſe from Czsar's ſtroke, 
His Country freed from Slav'ry's yoke ; 


As if, with hand unſeen, thy Power was found, 
To graſp the patriot-ſtee], and deal the prompted wound. 


EPODE 
Queen of the Mind! whoſe heav'nly pow'r, 


Affliction cures in heavieſt hour; 

Be mine to paint thine Air, and mein, 

Thy port e yet ſerene. 

Thy forward ſtep, controuling Eye, 

Before whoſe beam the Viſions fly, 
That 


®* VirGinivs. 
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That Fancy weaves, or buſy Fear 
Oft paints in unſubſtantial Air. 


O! Power divine! thy influence ſhed: 
Steel, ſteel my breaſt, and guard my head, 
While I the moral war engage, 

With Vice, in this inglorious Age. 
And, leſt I faint with haggard fear, 

O! let me lean * thy Spear; 

And dreadleſs view, on hoſtile ground 
Life's vagrant Evils ſtalking round. 
And yonder Form, of giant-mould, 
DANGER, whom trembling We behold, 
Surveying with determin'd eyes, 

Diſarm his frown, and dwarf his ſize: 
Firm, ſelf- collected let Me be, 

And, Goddeſs! owe my bliſs to Thee. 


Let then th' eternal Mountains quake, 


The fev'riſh Earth with Thunder ſhake ; 
Old 


A 
Old Ocean heave—and Stars that roll 
Their periods round this. eatthily pole 
In "lead confuſion all be hurl'd: 
And ſhake Ye Pillars of the World! . .. 
on firm, tho' unſeen baſe, nn 
With Falru, and Hope, on either hand. 
While INSPIRATION ſheds its ray £14 84 
Reſplendent with: celeſtial daß; 
FaiTH claſps her hands, and lifts her: Eyes) 
Triumpliant to the diſtant ſkies ; -.. 
And ſmiling Horn, well-pleas'd with diſtant « good, 
With out- ſtretcht hand, - o'er Life's tumult'ous flood, 
Points to Elyſian Scenes on t'other ſide ,.. 
| Where roll the Streams of Bliſs in never-ebbing. Tide. 


